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head up, shoulders back.    Mussolini at the very
least.

Marlowe was trembling. He put his arm through
his daughter's. They started up the hill.

The old man said very little, only that he was
happy because now everything was clear. He saw
where his work lay.

*  It was very kind of you to come, Penny.   We
must stay together in future.   I think we have work
to do.   Everything is quite clear to me.'

* Your head's bleeding, darling.'    She stopped
under a lamp and took out her handkerchief.

* No, it's nothing.    Someone threw a stone.    It
shows they were interested/   She could see that he
was as excited and pleased as Daniel must have been
when he found himself in the lions' den and that the
lions were real.

At that moment she was granted a vision. This
was the second step in her journey to maturity. Her
love for Lampiron would not die but it would never
be fruitful. That was not the road that she would
go. But rather this. , . . Her father, her mother,
Fanny's child, the endless claims. . , .

She felt his hand tighten on her arm, and for
a swift rebellious moment knew a fierce, bitter
antagonism. Then, very tenderly, under the lamp's
light, she tidied him, putting his hat straight on his
head, dusting his coat. She kissed his cheek,

* Yes, father . . . and I'll tell you what.   First
we'll have a little holiday.   We'll go to Lyme Regis/

* Oh, Lyme Regis! . . . Why, Penny, what a
grand idea!    I like Lyme Regis better than any-
where! *